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Ulterior Motives 


The control room was Dave's office away from his office. Sure, he could spend time in his office and get some 
actual work done. Or he could sit in the control room with his phone at his elbow and an acoustic guitar in his 
lap. He was there under the guise of attempting to demo some new tracks. What he was actually doing was 


desperately trying to hide the annoying pinch in his groin. 


He heard the door swing open and he lifted his head to watch his studio manager wander in. Tall and willowy 
with corkscrew blonde hair and features that wouldn't be out of place on a Michaelangelo statue, Wiley was, in 
Dave's opinion, one of their best hires. And it wasn't always for his work ethic. Sure, he worked hard. But he 


was also extremely easy on the eye. Almost too easy. 


Chewing the inside of his cheek, Dave hunkered down in to the couch and pressed the guitar against his 
stomach. He wasn't supposed to be in the control room. He was supposed to be in his office being unobtrusive 
and "not getting in the way". But he couldn't help himself. He wanted to stare and Wiley's tight little ass in 
those tight little jeans was enough to take a tongue lashing from the clipboard wielding ruler of the control 


room. 


He saw Wiley glance in to the room's large windows. He watched the other man's shoulders sag. He held his 


breath as Wiley breathed in 
"Dave. Office. Now." 
"Nope. Can't make me." 


The younger man sighed and turned to look at the petulant child on the couch. Dave just flashed him his 
biggest, brightest grin 


"Go on. Back to your office." Wiley spoke to him as though he was speaking to a dog. 

It didn't work and Dave just continued to smile at him. 

They hit the second stage when the blonde man took to pleading, "Please, Dave. Please go back to your office. 
I've got these guys coming in for a session and | could do without you hanging around. You know what happens 
when you're here." 

Dave did know what happened when he was there. It was one of the reasons he liked to hang around. People got 
all wide-eyed and the music would slowly fade away as he wandered in to the room. As the shock wore off, 
people would start to grab their phones and demand photos and hugs and all kinds of things that fed his 
puppy-like need for attention. Dave lapped it up. Most of all, he enjoyed watching how much it wound Wiley up. 
Third stage: Bribery. 


"Dave, the Starbucks on the corner have a special on today." 


And that was all that the caffeinated child-owner of Studio 606 needed to hear. Dumping the guitar on the 
couch, he was gone. Most likely to Wiley's relief. 


He decided to walk to the coffee shop. It was a beautiful day and would give Wiley time to calm down from one 
of his daily moments of having to deal with Dave. He plotted as he walked. Getting into your studio manager's 
pants was unethical and as slimy as all get out. Getting into the pants of Chevy Metal's bass player, however.. 


Dave grinned to himself, a plan had been born. 


Finding Taylor was the first thing on his list when he returned to the studio. The drummer had settled down in 


their kitchen-cum-lounge area with a mug of coffee and a small pile of fan mail. Dave sat across from him. 


"Could have got you something from Starbucks." 


Taylor peered up at him before nodding to his mug. "New recipe | wanted to try out." 
"Oh. Okay,” 


There was a moment of silence before Dave inched a little closer and peered at the letter that was in Taylor's 


hands. The drummer snatched it back and a scowl wrinkled his forehead. 

"Do | read your mail?" 

"Probably," Dave responded. 

"Dave, if you're going to go into Annoying Shit Mode today then please leave me the fuck alone." 

"Wanted to ask you something.” 

Taylor placed the letter face down on the table. "What?" 

He gave Taylor his sweetest and most endearing smile, hoping that it would snap the drummer out of 
whatever funk that he was currently in. This happened from time to time. Heck, it happened with anyone. Their 
moods would go up and down and, more often than not, it was Dave who picked them up. Ninety-nine percent 
of the time he and Taylor were the best of friends, joined at the hip and forever within in sight of one 


another. 


"Can | please come and join Chevy Metal? Just for a couple of dates? I'm going slowly nuts and | need to get 


out of this building." 

And into your bass player's gorgeous pants 

Taylor looked at him with a raised eyebrow. Chevy was Taylor's band and it was his decision who joined them 
on stage. Chevy was a lot of fun and Dave would have loved to have been in the band full time. But, at the end 
of the day, Taylor needed his thing away from "The Dave Grohl Show". And giving Dave a chance to take the 
stage would mean that Chevy would melt in to the background. 


Dave painted on his best wounded-puppy look "Please, Taylor. Please let me come out with you guys for a few 
dates. I'm getting cabin fever and | want to get out" 


Taylor sighed and took a sip of his coffee. "Okay. You can come out for three dates. You get three songs and | 
don't want you going on one of your twenty minute storytelling trails." 


Dave smiled and nodded. "| can do that." 


"Promise?" Taylor raised an eyebrow. 
y Y 


"Absolutely, hand on heart, promise." 


Their first date was up in San Francisco. They'd play another in Fresno before ending up at Conejo Valley Days. 
Three dates and seven days to try and get in to Wiley's pants without it ending up in some awkward 
confrontation. For the next week, Dave could blame it on beer and adrenaline. 


Unfortunately Taylor had slammed him with a "No beer before the show" clause in an effort to curb Dave's 
motormouth. Not that Dave cared. He was willing to play by the rules. Giving Taylor ammunition to send him 


home was not what he wanted at that moment. 


So he chilled backstage, sipping on coffee and mineral water and watching the world go by. The club was a tiny 
place with low ceilings and black painted walls. The bottles of liquor glittered like liquid gold behind the sticky 
bar. Dave couldn't wait to get off the stage and get drinking. In the meantime, all he could do was sit back and 


admire the view. 


And what a view it was. Dressed in a white button down shirt and a pair of slightly-too-tight white pants, 
Wiley wandered back and forth seemingly oblivious to the eyes that were following his every move. He paused 
to tune his bass, take a swig of beer, or take a hit off any joint that was offered to him. The smoking was 
what got Dave. Music, beer, adrenaline, and pot were the perfect combination for getting the other man by 
himself and, God willing, into his pants. 


"Hey, Wiley," he softly called. When the blonde haired angel looked at him, Dave tilted his head towards him. 


"Come here a minute, please." 


The slight man wandered over and dropped himself to on to the couch. Dave inched closer and gave Wiley a 


smile. 
"| don't say it often enough but thank you for looking after the studio. You do an awesome job." 
Wiley gave him a soft smile. "Thanks, boss." 


Dave's smile widened and he draped his arm around the other man's shoulders. Wiley didn't flinch and instead 
settled down. Dave tried to hold his hand still yet he couldn't stop himself from drawing circles against Wiley's 
crisp shirt. 


| need to thank Taylor for letting me come out with you guys. It's stifling being in that studio all the time. 
Same with Foo Fighters. Don't get me wrong; | love my band. But its huge. | wanna be on stages like this place, 
playing to people who are right there in my face and not twenty or thirty feet away. | want to play to two 
hundred people. Don't get me wrong; playing to two hundred thousand people is great. But playing to just a few 
people is incredible. You can really connect with them, can't you?" 


He was rambling but he didn't care. He didn't spend enough time with Wiley and having the smaller man tucked 
against him had flipped the switch on his mouth. 


Wiley chuckled and looked at him with slightly-bloodshot eyes. "I know what you mean. | love working with you 


guys and being out on the road and shit. But being here, in these small places, this is something special." 


For a moment they sat in perfect silence, their eyes locked on to the other. Dave was about to say something 


when the whirlwind that was Taylor Hawkins swung in to the room. 


"Fuckin show time!" he roared before pausing in the middle of the room. Dave watched as he gave them a grin. 
"Well, well, well. Look at you two looking all comfortable. You can do more of that in a couple of fuckin’ hours. 


Wiley, let's go." He snapped his fingers at Dave. "You stay here until you're needed. And no fuckin’ drinking.’ 
Dave gave him a mock salute. "Aye aye, captain." 


Normally he would have crept to the side of the stage. But, determined to follow the rules, he hung back and 
listened from the dressing room. Wiley's voice, thick and lush, went straight to his groin. Without thinking, Dave 
slid his hand down to his crotch and gave himself an experimental rub. 


Four songs in to the set and he got to his feet. He made his way to the side of the stage and, standing in the 
shadows, he swung his guitar over his shoulder. His eyes wandered to Wiley as he waited for them to finish up 
Jamie's Crying The younger man was pressed close to the mic, his hands dancing over his bass as he sang. He 
was completely lost and caught in the moment, an ethereal being projecting himself in to the crowd before him. 


Once more it was Taylor's voice that snapped him out of his head. "Ladies and gentlemen. We couldn't leave him 


back in LA. In fact, he pretty much fuckin’ begged us to bring him along. Dave Fuckin’ Grohl, everyone!" 
"I swear Fuckin’ has become my middle name," he joked as he stepped on to the stage. 


The crowd before them roared, hands in the air and pressing themselves a little closer to the stage. Seeing 


Taylor was cool. Having Dave there, too, was obviously the icing on the cake. 


They tore through Dave's three songs before his mouth, and his thirst, got the better of him. In a heartbeat, 
My Sharona, Aint Talkin Bout Love and ice Cream Man disappeared behind him. 


"That's your lot, Grohl!" Taylor roared. "Get the fuck off my stage!" 


Dave couldn't help but laugh as he left Taylor to finish off the set. Dumping his guitar back on its stand, he 
grabbed a beer and waited.. 


An hour later and three very sweaty and very happy men wandered back in to the dressing room. Dave's eyes 


were instantly on Wiley, taking in the way the white clothes clung to his skinny frame. He licked his lips before 


his eyes fell on Taylor. 


The drummer was watching him intently, his lips pursed as he grabbed himself a bottle of water. While Wiley 
was distracted, the band's other blonde dropped himself beside Dave. 


"Hands to yourself, Grohl,” he hissed. 
Dave gave his drummer an impish grin. "Don't know what you mean" 


"Don't know what | mean?" Taylor quietly continued. "Don't think | haven't seen you eye-fucking him at every 
opportunity. Is this why you came out here, huh? So that you wouldn't have to fuck your studio manager? But 
fucking my bass player is okay, huh?" 


"Less chance of a lawsuit,” Dave replied. 
Taylor shook his head, his eyes narrowed. "You're a pig, Grohl." 


"You weren't complaining when you came begging for my dick ten years ago." His grin widened in to something a 
little more sinister. "Oh, | get it now. | know why you didn't want me to come out with you. Youre banging him 
and you don't want anyone else to have a shot. Don't blame you. He's gorgeous. All that blonde hair. That body. 


Looks like an angel" He reached out and patted Taylor's knee. "Don't worry. | won't spoil him for you." 


Downing his beer, Dave got to his feet and grabbed two more bottles from the overflowing catering table. 


Touching his hip to Wiley's, he nodded to the door. 
"Coming for a smoke? | think Taylor needs a little time to himself” 


They walked out to the back of the venue in silence. The sky was perfect and clear and the first tinges of 
summer were finally evident in the still-warm air. Pulling a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, Dave lit up and 
leaned against the wall. Beside him, Wiley fumbled in his pocket and eventually pulled out a joint. Once he'd lit up, 
Dave handed him the second beer. 


"So, Taylor," Wiley started. 


"Yeah, he didn't want me to come out here. He thinks | dominate his stage. And he's right, | do. But | like 
playing, you know? That's what he was pissed at me about a minute ago. Something about upstaging him." Dave 
shrugged. "So I'll keep following his rules. No beer before the show. No talking on stage. No embarrassing him. 
And definitely only three songs." He took a swig of the beer. "And I've got to let go of the reins and give Taylor 
time to go out and be Taylor. Always makes me wonder if this is what he'd be doing if he wasn't playing for 


us. 


Wiley chuckled and shook his head. "No. He'd still be playing with Alanis. Or someone else would have snapped 
him up. No way he'd only be playing covers." 


"Well, I'm glad he's here. If | hadn't met him, then you and | would never have met you." 


Their eyes met in the low light of the cluttered alley and Wiley gave him that sweet, lopsided smile that Dave 
loved so much. The smoke was obviously already going to the blonde man's head and he swayed a little as he 


stepped closer. Dave reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder, steadying him a little. 


"Easy there, tiger. You should be a pro at this now. Smoke, beer, and adrenaline are a fuckin’ awesome mix but 


not when you mix ‘em with fresh air, too." 


Dave could have exploded when Wiley chuckled and wrapped an arm around his waist. He reciprocated and pulled 


the smaller man close, allowing Wiley to rest his head against him. 
"You're a good man, Dave. A really fuckin’ good man" 
He gave Wiley's narrow waist a squeeze. "So are you and l'm glad to have you as a part of the team." 


They were quiet for a minute. Dave moved his hand to stroke the back of Wiley's head. He tossed his finished 
cigarette to the ground and placed his beer beside his feet. 


"Feelin good?" he murmured. 
He felt Wiley nod and heard the smaller man mumble against his shoulder. 
"Want to feel even better?" 


The blonde man nodded and murmured again. Sliding his hand to the other man's cheek, Dave gently lifted 
Wiley's head from his shoulder and gazed in to the other man's eyes. There was a soft smile on the blonde 
man's lips and Dave knew that the time had come. Leaning in, he brushed his lips against Wiley's, savouring how 
soft they were. When the bass player didn't pull away, Dave pressed himself closer and inched Wiley against 
the wall. A soft sigh fell from the other man's lips and his arms hung loosely around Dave's waist. 


Nudging his free hand between them, Dave gently cupped Wiley's groin as he deepened the kiss. They moved 
together, tongues flicking over the plump swell of their lips. Dave could feel himself becoming hot and 
bothered, his own cock hardening inside his tight jeans. But he wasn't going to whip it out just yet. Despite 
Taylor's words, he wasn't that much of a pig. Instead he'd make Wiley feel good and then let the younger man 


come to him for more. 
He rubbed his hand back and forth, enjoying the feeling of Wiley's cock moving beneath his touch. Their sighs 
became deeper and their kisses became more passionate and hurried. Teeth nipped at his lower lip as the 


blonde man gave an especially deep groan. 


"That's it," Dave murmured. "Come for me, Wiley. Come good and hard." 


He moved his head to rest on Wiley's shoulder, his warm breath tickling the other man's skin as he continued 
to stroke and squeeze. His heart warmed to the man in his arms and Dave could feel something other than 
lust growing inside of him. He wanted to care for Wiley in the same way that he'd cared for so many others. 
Wanted to love and cherish him and make him feel like a million dollars. Most of all, he wanted to be the person 
that Wiley came to when he was tired and aching, the person whose arms he fell in to at the end of a long 


day. 

"You can do it" His voice whispered across the other man's ear. 

He felt Wiley tighten and he clung to Dave. Tiny groans fell from his lips and he bucked against the wall. Dave 
tightened his grip on the other man's cock, continuing to stroke as Wiley rode out his orgasm. He could feel the 
splash of warm semen and relished in the way that Wiley moved. Such a beautiful and lithe body didn't deserve 
to be hidden beneath layers of clothing. 

As the other man calmed, Dave leaned in and gave him a kiss. "You're perfect," he murmured. "So perfect." 
They quietly returned to the club and Dave ushered Wiley into the bathroom to clean up. Grabbing his 
belongings, he made his way to the van when a hand on his shoulder stopped him. He turned and found Taylor 


glaring at him. 


It wasn't often that he saw his drummer mad. But, when he did, Dave knew to keep a low profile lest the two 


of them get in to one of their arguments. 
"You two were gone a long time." 


Dave shrugged. "We had a lot to talk about. It's easier when we're not in the studio. I'm not the boss out here 


and he doesn't have to talk studio stuff" 
Taylor's eyes narrowed. "I hope you two-" 


Feeling his anger begin to rise, Dave took a step back. "Firstly, no, nothing happened. And secondly, Wiley's a 


grown man who doesn't need someone to look out for him. Dad." 


He spat the last word in Taylor's face before turning and hauling himself out of the club. One more word from 
the blonde man and Dave suspected that he'd find himself in a concrete hotel room courtesy of the local 


police. 


He silently fumed in his hotel room, angered by Taylor's obvious arrogance. Sure, Wiley was his friend. But that 
didn't mean that he couldn't talk to anyone else. Or do anything else, for that matter. 


Lying on the bed, he stared at the ceiling and listened to the chatter of a late night talk show. His earlier 
arousal had faded to nothing. Instead it had been replaced with the sense that Taylor really didn't want him 
around Chevy. Dave had rarely paid attention to the band as it was Taylor's home away from home when Foos 
weren't on the road. He played with them from time to time but that had been at Taylor's insistence. This 
time he'd begged himself in to the band and it was obvious that Taylor wasn't happy and had been playing nice 
in order to keep Dave sane, or happy, or both. 


His phone chirruped beside him and Dave picked it up. He squinted at the screen before reaching for his 


glasses. The message was a single word from Wiley. 


Thanks. 


The next day, Dave did everything he could to avoid Taylor. It was only when he climbed in to their tiny 
touring van that he had to face his drummer. Except out here, on the wilderness of the road, Taylor wasn't 
his drummer. He was the brains behind the little cover band that wound its way around the US. Taylor, like 
Wiley, didn't belong to anyone and Dave gave himself a mental check to stop referring to Taylor as his. 


It was a habit that he'd have to get out of. For several years, they'd been in a relationship and he'd always 
said that Taylor was his. He'd teased crowds of thousands, telling them that no one other than himself was 
allowed near Taylor Hawkins. All of them had bought the joke without realising that, behind closed doors, the 
truth was indeed far stranger than the stories that Dave told on stage. 


Deep down, he still loved Taylor. Adored him with all of his heart. But the rigours of the band had taken its toll 
on both of them. Tired of seeing one another both in and out of work, they'd drifted apart until one day Dave 

had found himself home alone. Taylor, and all of his belongings, had vanished in to the darkness of the night and 
crept back to his house down in Topanga. After that, he only saw Taylor when work, or social events, said that 


he had to. 


And Dave ached for those lost moments and for the man who was his best friend. Along the way he'd made 
some bad decisions and fucked anything with a pulse in order to sweep away the sweet memories of the 
drummer. Was Wiley another of those bad decisions, one that was a little closer to home and aimed at hurting 


Taylor as well as himself? 


No, Wiley wasn't a bad decision Wiley was sweet and caring and oh-so-stoned. He was a piece of Dave's heart, 
there to be loved and doted on. Was Dave fucking him because he looked like a replacement for Taylor? Heck, 
no. Nothing and nobody could replace Taylor. Wiley was his own person, his expression more of a spaced out 


angel than a slightly-confused and mostly forgetful puppy. 


He went through the motions of going on stage and playing his songs before returning to the dressing room 
and proceeding to get hammered. When the band finished their set, Dave melted away, leaving them to their 


adrenaline-filled downtime. 


With his rucksack on his back, Dave walked without purpose. He just wanted to clear his head and see where 


the muses that lived within it took him. As always, they lead him straight to the heart of his dearest vice. 


Bathed in the light of the flickering neon signs, Dave stood before the bar. It was a tiny hole in the wall place 
with enough room for only a handful of patrons. Despite it being before midnight, the bar seemed empty with 
just a few people clustered around the bar. Without hesitating, he stepped inside and ordered a beer. 


Dave curled himself in to the bar's solitary corner booth and ignored the room around him. In return, no one 
bothered him as they lost themselves in the bottom of their own bottles. As the beers came and went, Dave 
mulled over his time with Taylor. 

They'd been beautiful together. The perfect couple who'd been so happily in love. Yet it had all been dashed 
away due to the stresses of their collective lives. Now that brotherly love and happiness was nothing more 
than a facade for those outside of their sphere. He missed Taylor. Missed the love and warmth and 
tenderness. But maybe it was time for him to move on. Maybe it was time for him to stop sticking his dick in 
every blonde guy that crossed his path. Maybe it was time to fall in love again.. 

"Dave." 

Looking up, Dave tried to focus his drunken vision. He pulled the glasses from his head when his sight didn't 
settle down and found a vision of black and blonde standing before him. Their slender legs peeped through the 
tears in their jeans and their tshirt showed the tiniest sliver of stomach. The neon lights turned their golden 
curls in to a cloud-like halo. 

Dave managed a lopsided smile. "Hey, Wiley.’ 

"You disappeared.” The other man slid in to the booth and rested his elbows on the table. 


Dave nodded and picked up the nearly empty bottle. "Yeah. | needed some fresh air. Found myself in here." He 


frowned. "How'd you know | was in here?" 


Wiley chuckled softly. "The bar's about five doors down from the hotel and is called The Treble Clef. l'm not 


surprised you're in here." 

"Oh. | wondered why their taste in music was so good. That ‘splains it." He shook the bottle at Wiley. "nother." 
‘No more, Dave." 

He pouted. "No more?" 


The blonde man shook his head. "No more. You've had enough for tonight." 


"You're cutting me off?" 

Wiley nodded, the low light throwing strange shadows across his face. "| am." 

"tll fire you." 

"You can't fire me." The other man laughed before patting Dave's shoulder. "You're not my boss out here." 
Dave's pout deepened and he slid further down in to the booth. The music was suddenly becoming too loud and 
his head was beginning to hurt. Normally he'd be the life and soul of the party, buying everyone shots and 
getting them to sing along to whatever was on the jukebox. Instead, he felt sad, alone and, oddly, as though he 
was failing. 


"You know Taylor and | used to be together?" 


Wiley's hand remained on his shoulder, a source of comfort as Dave worked through the emotions that were 


bubbling up. "I do. He loved you. He still does." 
"And | fucked every blonde guy to get back at him for leaving me?" 
"No, | didn't know that." Wiley suddenly sounded a little worried. 


Lifting his head, Dave looked in to the other man's shadowy face. He found Wiley's hazel eyes and stared in to 
them, finding the flickers of fear and hesitation 


"| don't wanna do that with you. You're better than that, Wiley. You always have been. You're not a one stand 
or a quick blow job in the back of some fuckin’ bar. You're beautiful and precious and I'd never wanna hurt you. 
But | need to move on from Taylor." He could feel his face beginning to fall, bottom lip jutting out and tears 
clouding his eyes. He took a deep shuddering breath. "| wanna move on and fall in love again. Do you mind if | 


try with you." 


Through the gloom he saw Wiley smile. "I think you need to go to bed" 


Dave woke up to the sun streaming through the window and a banging headache. The room smelled of stale, 


alcohol-laced sweat. With a groan, he rolled over. Only to let out another pained moan, 


Stretched out beside him, and with one hand tucked under the pillow, was the lithe angel from the previous 


night. Dave rubbed a hand over his face in an effort to make the vision before him disappear. 


Except it was still there when he opened his eyes. 


"Wiley," he mumbled. Dave gave him a prod when he didn't respond. "Wiley." 

The younger man groaned and opened an eye. "Morning, sunshine. How are you feeling?" 
"Sore." Dave paused and chewed on his lower lip. "Did we?" 

Wiley smiled. "No, we didn’t. You're in the clear. For now." 

"Would you?" Dave was curious. 

"Do you?" 


“That's a crude way of putting it. But yes, would you do me, and allow me to do you for many, many months 


to come?" 


Wiley's smile widened and Dave felt himself melt. In the early morning light the other man was more beautiful 


than ever. Sunlight danced over his hair and his eyes appeared to be lit with the coming light of spring. 


"Dave, you're sweet. No one's going to deny that. And yes, I'd love to try something with you. In fact, I'd like to 
try everything with you." 


"And you're not just saying that because l'm the boss.” 


The smaller man leaned in and gave him a tiny kiss that made Dave melt in to the bed. "You're not the boss 


out here." 


Despite all their big tours and loud albums, Conejo Valley Days was the highlight of Dave's year. Bathed in 
warm sunlight and with perpetual blue skies, the little county fair was the perfect place to let off some 
musical steam and just soak in the atmosphere of a good old fashioned family day out. There were rides and 
stalls and games and so much more for Dave to take in. It was definitely his kind of day and he couldn't wait 


to get up on the tiny stage and play before the handful of people who'd be there. 


With a straw sun-hat jammed on his head, Dave wandered the backstage area. He greeted people he hadn't 
seen for a year and introduced himself to anyone who appeared to be new. As he passed in front of their RV 
he noticed Taylor giving him the side-eye from the steps. Dave stopped and turned to talk to his friend. 


"Look, I'm sorry.." he softly began. "Taylor, | know that I've hurt you more than | can ever imagine. | know that 
| wasn't the best partner on the planet and that, at times, | completely neglected you in order to focus on 
work From the bottom of my heart Im sorry. So incredibly sorry. And all | want right now is for you to 


forgive me." 


Those hazel eyes, ones that Dave had once looked in to so lovingly, were now as cold as ice. The drummer 


folded his arms over his narrow chest and Dave felt his heart break. 


Please, Taylor. | need you to forgive me so that | can move on | know that I've done shitty things to you in 
order to retaliate at you leaving me. | know that I've flaunted so much in front of you so that you'll hurt as 
much as | do. And I'm sorry. lm sorry for being a shitty human being. I'm sorry for not being the best friend 
that | can be. And I'm sorry for breaking your heart so many times. You deserve so much better than me and 


| hope that you find it." 
Taylor finally broke his silence. "This is about Wiley, isn't it?" 


Dave felt his heart skip a beat. There was no use in lying. "Yeah, its about Wiley. Taylor, | want to move on 
with my life. | want to fall in love again and not just hop from bed to bed. But | need you to forgive me. Why? 


Because without that, | can't move on. That's all | need." 


He watched as Taylor stepped down from the RV and slowly walked over. His arms were still folded across his 


chest yet his face seemed a little more relaxed. 


"| always loved you, Dave," the other man said. "And yes, you did some really shitty things to me, and to us. | 
left you because you were never present. You were here. But your heart, and your mind, were elsewhere. You 
were just a warm body in a large bed. And | missed the guy that | fell in love with. Every day was another 
heart break. And, like you, | want to move on from the circus that we've created between us. I've met 


someone, Dave." 
"You have?" 


Taylor nodded. "Yeah. Sweet little surfer guy." For the first time in several days, Dave saw Taylor smile. "Great 
guy. Looks a bit like you. Just like you've been fucking guys that look like me." 


Dave could have cried Everything inside of him ached and his head pounded with an incoming headache. 


‘Is why | was so pissed that you were putting the moves on Wiley. Sure, he knows that he'd be a notch in 
your bedpost. Another blonde guy that looks suspiciously like your ex. But is it fair to be having a one night 
stand with the guy you have to see every day?" 


Dave shook his head. "No. No, it wouldn't." 


He felt Taylor step closer. Felt a hand come to rest at his elbow. Warm breath tickled his cheek as Taylor 


leaned in and whispered, "I forgive you, Dave. | still love you just like you still love me. Now go and be happy.” 


Wrapping his arms around Taylor, Dave hugged him tight. The tears finally came and Dave sobbed as the 
gesture was returned. He cried for the time that they'd lost, and for all the hatred that they'd spewed at one 
another. He cried for the love that he missed with Taylor, and for the new love that was flourishing with 


another. Life was slowly starting to begin again 


The crowd were crammed up close to the stage with nothing but a couple of feet and a metal barrier 
separating them. Hay bales were dotted everywhere and, as he took to the stage for his customary three 


songs, Dave thought about things that he'd love to do in a hay loft. 


His heart was lighter, as was his step. As he plugged in his guitar, he gave Wiley a smile before grinning at 
Taylor. Both of them gave him bright, gleaming smiles in return and Dave couldn't help but feel that the world 
was righting itself. The pain and anger of the previous months was melting away and leaving an open path for 


all of them to move on 


He roared through his songs and, for once, he ignored Taylor's "No long-winded stories" rule by talking about 

his leg and how falling from the Conejo Valley stage would probably result in bruised pride rather than broken 
legs. He promised not to do anything stupid before taking a dramatic swig of his beer and launching in to Tom 
Petty's Breakdown He was a happy man who was finally being restored to the happy-go-lucky puppy that 


everyone knew and loved. 


Dave stepped from the stage with a spring that hadn't been there for a long time. He handed over his guitar, 
thanked the techs, and made his way back to the trailer. He wasn't going to get drunk, nor was he going to get 
high. He wanted a clear head and so sipped at a soda while he waited. 


His heart was pounding as the time drew closer for the band to leave the stage. All too soon he'd be able to 
act on the desire that he'd been carrying around with him. As he heard the last notes of their final song, he 
stood and brushed the sticky hair from his face. 


Butterflies swirled around his stomach and, for once, the nerves were getting to him. He already knew that 
Wiley was a sure thing. All he needed to do was push back the use the blonde man as a one night stand. He 


wouldn't leave come morning. No, he was going to be there for as long as Wiley would have him. 

Finally the RV's door opened and Dave smiled softly as a very sweaty and very happy Wiley stepped in. The 
sweat had soaked through his white clothes and turned them close to transparent. He looked up and smiled at 
Dave before turning to lock the door. 

"Don't want company?" Dave asked. 

The blonde man grinned. "No, | definitely don't want company." 

Placing his soda to one side, Dave walked up to Wiley and slid his hands along the other's jaw. For a moment, he 


stood and stared in to eyes that sparkled with the love and joy of life. His heart ached at the sight before him 
and, for once, it wasn't pain that he felt but happiness. Sheer happiness. 


Leaning in, he gave Wiley the gentlest of kisses before murmuring, "You're beautiful. Beautiful and perfect and | 
want to spend my days with you." 


The younger man mumbled something in return, his words lost in their kiss. His arms wrapped around Dave's 
neck and pulled him closer. Dave allowed himself to be pulled towards the bed, cradling Wiley's head as he was 


guided to kneel over him. 


And there he was, sprawled on the slightly rumbled sheets of the RV's master bed with his nose pressed 
against Wiley's. 


Dave gave him a slow smile. "Hey." 

‘Hey’ 

"How you feelin?" 

Wiley's smile widened. "Good. It was a good show." 
‘It certainly was." 


He fanned the other man's hair over the plump pillows before giving him another kiss. He could feel Wiley's 
arousal pressed against his thigh. His own cock was beginning to ache and, not wanting to waste any more time, 
Dave began to undress the other man. He deftly plucked at the button's on Wiley's shirt before pushing the 
sweat-soaked material away. Unable to contain himself any longer, Dave pressed gentle, butterfly kisses to the 
other man's soft skin. His lips followed the curve of Wiley's throat and down over his shoulder before finding 
the delicate rise of his collarbone. Beneath him, the other man sighed and moaned, his hips rolling from the bed 


and his arms draping around Dave's neck. 


Dave moved lower, his lips ghosting over Wiley's pert little nipples. Gently he sucked on one before paying 
attention to the other, revelling in the sounds that came from above him. He was wrapped up in all that was 
Wiley; his scent, the feel of his skin, the touch of his fingers in the nap of Dave's neck. All of it electrified him 


and pushed him to please the man beneath him. 


As he paid attention to Wiley's flat stomach, his hands toyed with the button and zipper on the other man's 
stark white trousers. He eased the damp material down and, pulling away for a moment, discarded the other 
man's shoes before pulling the trousers off. Dave dumped them to one side and quickly tore off his own 
clothes, scattering them like leaves in the wind. As quickly as he'd shed his clothes, he was back on the bed, 
covering the younger man with kisses and revelling in the feeling of naked flesh pressed against his own. His 
own voice joined Wiley's as they exchanged heated kisses and tender touches, their moans and gasps filling the 
air of the spacious RV. 


It wouldn't have been Dave's first choice for such a hook up. He'd have insisted on an expensive hotel room, a 


weekend away, or even the confines of his own home. To be getting down and dirty in an RV in the backstage 


area of a local festival seemed seedy. He could do better and he made a mental note to make it up to Wiley at 


another date. 


There was no use wasting any more time and Dave quickly prepared the younger man. He kept his eyes on 
Wiley, watching for any sign of pain or distress. Instead he saw nothing but unabashed passion as the other 
man rolled his hips and pushed his head back in to the pillows. His hands clawed at the sheets and he gasped 
Dave's name, begging him to finish what they had started. 


Not one to ignore another's requests, Dave did as he was asked and carefully entered Wiley. With one hand 
wrapped beneath the blonde man's head, he whispered words of love and encouragement as he slowly began to 
thrust. Wiley felt amazing, his ass warm and tight and pulling Dave deeper in to him. The blonde man squirmed 
against the bed and Dave chuckled; he'd landed himself someone who was going to be a handful both between, 
and out of, the sheets. Not that he cared. He needed someone like that in his life. He needed someone who 
would excite him and keep up with him. But, at the same time, he needed someone who could be calm and 


collected and present in Dave's wild and crazy moments. 


He could feel his orgasm growing closer and closer, the knot tightening in his groin. For the past few days, 
Dave had denied himself any such pleasure, preferring instead to wallow in his own self pity. But now, with 
everything coming to a head, he could feel himself awakening once more. He felt alive and excited and unable to 
contain what was happening. Burying his head in Wiley's shoulder, he moaned softly as he pressed warm, wet 
kisses to the other man's soft skin. An arm was draped around his shoulder and fingers dragged along his back. 
He could feel Wiley's cock pressed against his stomach, the pre-~come dampening their skin 


"You're so beautiful," he sighed. "And I'm gonna say that every day. You're so beautiful” 


He felt Wiley sigh against him, his lithe body relaxing just a little more. Dave took the opportunity and slid a 
hand between them. Wrapping his hand around the other man's cock, he began to stroke Wiley in time to his 


own movements, pushing them both closer to that wonderful, heady moment. 
"Come on," he whispered in to the other man's ear. "| want to feel all of you." 


Wiley chuckled. "You will." 


Dave couldn't hold back any longer. Just hearing that voice whisper to him sent him to another place. He 
rocked a little harder, his lips suckling on Wiley's warm skin. His senses were overloaded and he barely noticed 
when Wiley bucked from the bed, a howl tearing passed his lips as he came in to Dave's hand. With his head 
pressed against the other man's shoulder, Dave pushed himself in one last time as his own orgasm flashed 


through him. Softly he called to Wiley as his body trembled with pleasure. 


It was several minutes before he could relax. Slipping to the bed, he scooped the slender man in to his arms 
and hugged him close. His lips found Wiley's and he fed him a million kisses, his heart soaring as the other man 
wound himself around Dave's body. 


‘| love you," he murmured. "And | will always love you. From now until eternity.” 


Hands stroked along his back before tickling beneath his hair. Opening his eyes, he looked into Wiley's hazel eyes 
and found them filled with love. 


"I know," his studio manager replied. "I know you do. And I'll always do the same for you." 


Life had come a full circle. From being in love with his drummer to ultimately losing Taylor because of his own 
idiocy and finding that perfect love with another. Dave could finally move on and live the life that he was 


supposed to live. 


